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Merry Christmas, Baby 


Author's Notes: 
For Dimi (anything-goes-with-slash). | love you baby! 


You're standing on your tip-toes, trying to reach the top of the Christmas tree so you can place the star on 
the tip, but you're not quite tall enough. You've almost got it but you need to be just a few centimeters taller. 


Then somebody else's smooth hand gently takes the star out of yours and places it on top of the Christmas 
tree. You feel warm hands wrap around your waist and the familiar smell of him fills the air. He almost smells 
like cinnamon today, though. Christmassy. You smile. Then a soft kiss is placed on your neck, just below your 
ear, sending shivers through your body. Then another, and another, each kiss gentler than the last. 


You smile and turn around. You let him kiss your lips once as he puts a hand on the back of your head, 
cupping it. Then his arms go back around your waist and he places a kiss on your forehead. You lean your head 
against his chest, fitting perfectly into the crook by his shoulder, and he rests his head on top of yours. Then 
you just stand there, enjoying the moment. Breathing in the reassuring, comforting smell of the man you love 
mixed with the magical Christmas atmosphere. Perfect. 


He moves in for another kiss but you push him away playfully. 
"| need to bake. Baking first, then kissing. Okay?" 


‘Only if | get to help." He pouts and some stray black curls fall into his line of vision before he has the chance 
to brush them away. You laugh. 


"And what is your definition of helping, Saul?" He grins cheekily. 


‘I'll. keep you company." He can't keep the grin off his face and you can't help but smile back, both of you 
knowing that he will only distract you. But you can't resist him. 


“Alright, fine." You laugh and begin getting out the ingredients to make Christmas cookies. He puts on Christmas 
music to set the mood and a certain warmth fills your heart again. Then he plops down in a chair at the 


counter where you're setting up your baking supplies and props up an arm to support his head. 

After about five minutes of silence he starts to get bored, as predicted 

"How long does this usually take?" He asks lazily. 

"Just relax, baby." You grin. He's so cute when he's bored. "Can you get me the baking powder, sweetie?" 


"Uhm." He looks clueless. You sigh audibly and point to the cupboard where you keep the baking supplies, but 
you have to smile again when he drags his feet and pouts. He's just too fucking cute. 


Another five minutes pass and he's still incredibly bored, so you decide to give him something to do. You pass 
him the bowl so far and ask him to stir it while you get out the rest of the ingredients, thinking it's pretty 
simple right? He can't really mess that up, can he? Well, he can, and he does. He's leaning on the counter as he 
stirs and he slips. The bowl slides away from hin, spilling the flour mixture all over the place in the process. 
You hear it and turn around to see him standing there, looking apologetic. He has a tiny smile on his face 


though. 
"Saul! | was going to make cookies out of that, you know." 


"I know." He grins sheepishly. "But now that it's all over the place already anyway." He grabs a handful of half- 
finished cookie dough and flings it across the room at you. You squeal and duck, and you want to tell him no, 
but his face mixed with the temptation of having a food fight are just too hard to resist. So you throw 
whatever is in your hand back at him, which happens to be an egg. It lands on his head with a satisfying crack, 
matting his mass of hair and you laugh at his face. 


Food continues to fly through the room, landing on every possible surface. In a last attempt to defend yourself, 
you grab the bag of flour next to you and toss its contents at your curly-haired lover. The flour lands mostly 


on his hair and face, turning it all a little white. You giggle and walk towards him until you're really close to his 


ear. 
"You look like Santa." You whisper seductively before giggling again. A small smile forms on his lips. 


"Well then be my dirty little elf, won't you?" He pulls you closer. "Literally." He adds, looking you over and 
noticing how dirty you actually are from the food fight. "We might have to do something about that." He 


smiles smugly and leans in, licking some sugar off your cheek. You smile to yourself, liking where this is going. 


"Babe, you have stuff all over your mouth." You tell him. He grins and you enclose his lips with yours, sucking 
away at them and licking up all the sugar and butter, finally shoving your now very sweet tongue into his 


mouth. His hands move to your ass and begin massaging it. You slap it away. 


"Hey, I'm not some cookie dough. You can't just knead me, you know." But you grin, wink, and allow him to 
continue. He tucks some of your sticky hair back behind your ear with one hand, while the other continues 
working on your butt, and breaks the kiss to nibble gently on your earlobe. 


His mouth returns to yours as the kiss grows deeper and deeper, more and more intense, and neither of you 
notice that the music has stopped playing in the background. Instead he shoves aside everything on the kitchen 
counter, causing even more of a mess, and hoists you up onto it. He kisses you again before laying you flat 
down on the counter and crawling up onto it too, kneeling above you with one leg on either side of you. He lifts 
your shirt up over your head and then bends down, kissing softly along your breasts just where your bra 
stops. His hands are on either side of your hips, steadying himself. 


He kisses his way up and down your upper body once before removing your bra, fumbling a little with the 
clasp but getting it eventually. His hair falls against your bare breasts as he begins sucking at them a little bit. 
To his delight, you shiver slightly. You tug at his shirt with slight desperation until he sits up long enough to 
pull it off. Then you run your nails down his back lightly, causing a moan and a shiver to come from him. You 


smile smugly and lean in to kiss his chest. 
"Mmh... baking powder." He laughs and looks down at the white powder on his chest. 


Its not fair that you don't have any on you." Then, suddenly, he pulls you up with one quick movement until 
your bodies are pushed right against each other, earning a gasp from you, before he releases you again 
"Much better." He laughs. You decide you want control now, and you push him over until he is laying on his 
back on the counter and you are straddling his lap, the closeness giving him pleasure that you can feel 
between his legs. 


Trailing your fingertips down his upper body tenderly, you reach his pants and begin working on the laces. 
When it takes you a while to get them open, you decide to use your mouth to move it along a bit, working on 


the knot until you finally get the pants open 


"Off. Now." You order him, and grin at how fast he scrambles to take off his leather pants. It's nice to be in 


control. Before you can blink, he's back in the previous position, but completely naked this time. Taking in his 
body, you decide to tease him a little bit by stroking the inside of his thighs very lightly with your fingertips. 


He squirms a little. 
"What about you?" He motions to your pants, which you're still wearing. 


"Not yet" You give a self-satisfied smile, which he finds incredibly sexy, and bend down to replace your fingers 
with your mouth, placing gentle kisses along the inside of his thighs and enjoying his reactions. 


"You fucking tease." He tries to play angry but his face breaks into a grin as he says it. 


"Thanks, | try." He groans as you squeeze his butt and kiss your way back up to his neck where you begin 
sucking, attempting to leave your mark Then you sit up and get off him, swinging your legs off the side of the 


counter. You pull your pants down until you are standing there in only your underwear, and then you walk off. 


"What?" Slash whines, looking confused, like a lost puppy. "What are you doing?" You turn around and give him a 
seductive look. 


"Well, l'm not finishing this in the kitchen" And with that, you turn back around and leave the room, swinging 
your hips as he can't help but stare. In the bedroom, you wait for him, and sure enough, a few seconds later, 


there he is. 


He practically jumps on the bed, eager to get back to it. You join him and your kisses become more and more 
heated, with little desperate-sounding whimpers coming from both of you every now and then. He reaches for 
your underwear, sliding it down with ease, and pulls you down completely on top of him, groaning in gratification 


at the feeling of skin on skin. 


As he finally enters you, you remember to be thankful that you're on the pill and that's your last thought 
before immense pleasure and incoherent screams take over. His orgasm follows soon after and you finish 
together. Then you collapse on top of him, resting your head on his chest and sighing happily. You look him 


over once. 
"You're still filthy, you know. And so is the kitchen" 


"I know." He smiles. "But we can deal with that later. For now, merry Christmas baby." And he puts an arm 
around you and kisses the top of your head. 


